DOCTOR BELOV
jokingly. "You'll not make a hero out of such an old
sack as me."
"Two hundred million minus one," said Danilov.
"Two hundred million minus Suprugov."
They both laughed. The serious conversation had
ended in fun.
Since his wife's visit, one thought haunted the doctor.
He might concentrate on matters connected with his
work, he might think about the situation at the front,
about Suprugov, about Sobol, he could eat, sleep, write
his diary, talk, joke or be annoyed—all the same, that
thought held him fast and from time to time would
tighten its grip as if to say—feel me! Don't forget!
This was the thought of his son.
In the evenings when the doctor was alone, he would
take off his uniform that made him so hot, put on his
striped summer trousers and lie down half-clothed.
There might be a raid, and he couldn't run out in his
underwear, with women all around!
Stretched out on the wide velvet-covered divan, he
would close his eyes. And immediately his son was
sitting beside him, and they were talking. (Once upon a
time it used to be the other way round; die son would be
lying in bed, tumbling about and playing, while the
doctor sat beside him and tried to make him go to
sleep.)
"Igorek," said the doctor. "How did it happen, dear
lad, that we came to lose each other?"
He was a lovely little chap, he thought.
When he was two years old, he climbed up the
ladder left by some men doing repairs, and made his way
to the roof. The children playing in the yard called
Sonechka, she looked out of the window and saw Igor
sitting on the very edge, dangling his legs. Sonechka
gasped, she felt faint ... A neighbour climbed up after
him, but he jumped up and ran towards the chimney;
he was caught, he screamed and kicked—he did not
want to come down.

